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FOREWORD 


More  than  any  other  figure  in  American 
history,  Abraham  Lincoln  has  influenced  my 
working  philosophy,   almost  in  a  religious 
sense.     I  have  been  profoundly  impressed 
by  his  contribution  to  the  human  race, 
the  humility  of  his  life,   the  clarity  of 
his  expression,   and  the  wit  and  humor 
which  were  seemingly  so  native  to  his 
personality . 

I  have  especially  identified  with  the 
Indiana  side  of  Lincoln.     The  Hoosier 
touch  upon  his  background  has  a  unique 
appeal  to  me,  also  a  Hoosier. 

Anyway,   I  offer  these  musings  on 
Lincoln  for  whatever  they  are  worth. 
They  represent  my  slant  on  the  Six- 
teenth President.     They  are  glimpses 
of  him  as  seen  through  my  peculiar  lens. 

1  want  to  thank  my  wife,  Dolores 
Denbo  Haskins,   for  her  typing  of  the 
manuscript  and  her  encouragement  of 
this  project. 


Jack  Barnett  Haskins 


ONE  OF  HISTORY'S  TALL  MEN 


He  was  hidden  away 

for  fourteen  incubative  years 

in  the  Indiana  backwoods . 

He  was  marinated 

on  what  proved  to  be 

a  right  mix  of  experiences 

and  compelled  to  cope  with  grief. 

A  humble  Hoosier  schooling 

loosely  taught  him  to  cipher 

and  how  to  be  ignited  by  language. 

The  spirituality 

of  the  King  James  Version 

in  which  he  often  dipped  his  soul 

helped  to  expose  him  to  the  Galilean  carpenter. 

Quiet  as  leaven 

a  moral  quality 

emerged  within  his  soul 

that  elevated  him 

in  the  fulness; of  time 

to  the  thinned  out  heights 

of  history's  tall  men. 
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LINCOLN'S  BIRTHDAY 


It  was  only  a  February  day, 

Ordinary  in  nearly  every  way, 

When  he  was  born  in  a  poor  man's  house, 

In  what  was  called  the  Upper  South. 

The  freeze  of  winter 

Was  moving  off  center; 

Soon  birds  would  sing 

And  cold  would  yield  to  spring. 

His  advent,  as  we  look  back, 

Was  to  get  the  nation  on  the  track. 

Unheralded  to  some  landed  holders: 

That  an  entrenched  wrong  was  about  over; 
That  shackles  should  be  rent  and  loosed; 
And  the  Union  should  enforce  that  truth. 


(Reflecting  on  the  birth  of  Abraham  Lincoln, 

February  12,  1809) 


CROSSING  THE  OHIO 


On  a  fragile  craft 
They  crossed. 

The  current  made  them  toss. 

To  a  seven  year  old  child, 
The  Ohio  was  wild, 
As  threatening  as 
An    untethered  sea. 

The  shoreline  was  Indiana; 
The  hinterland  a  panorama 
Of  intertwined  destiny 
And  human  liberty. 


(Reflecting  on  the- Occasion  when 
Tom  and  Nancy  Lincoln  and  their 
children  crossed  the  Ohio  River. 


TRIBUTE  TO  NANCY  HANKS  LINCOLN 


Mother  of  Abraham  lies  alone 
Underneath  a  simple  stone: 
Never  conscious  of  her  place 
Among  all  mothers  of  the  race; 

Nurturing  a  few  brief  years 
One  who'd  stop  the  flow  of  tears, 
From  the  eyes  of  ebony, 
Yearning  only  to  be  free. 


(Reflecting  on  Lincoln's  loss  of 
his.  Mother  at  an  early  age.) 


TWO  KINDS  OF  VICTIMS 


Immortal  Mother  of  Abraham, 
Hapless  victim  of  milk  fever. 
0  how  hard  to  leave  her 
'Neath  an  unmarked  mound 

On  a  lonesome  knoll; 
Commending  to  the  Lord  her  sou 
While  her  orphaned  son 
Moved  through  a  prairie  land 

To  a  capital  theater, 
Becoming  a  martyred  victim 
Of  the  inhumanity 
Of  man  to  man. 


(Reflecting  on  the  death  of 
Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln.) 


SARAH  BUSH  JOHNSTON 


Sarah  Bush  Johnston  was  her  name 

Before  she  wed  Tom  Lincoln. 

As  she  motivated  Abraham's  thinking, 

She  was  not  aware  of  nudging 

Her  step-son  to  immortal  fame. 


(Reflection  on  Lincoln's  step-mother) 


LINCOLN'S  SISTER  SARAH 


Lincoln's  sister  Sarah  died 
in  giving  birth. 

In  a  Baptist  bury  ground 
Her  humble  grave  belied 
her  vzorth. 


(Reflection  on  the  death 
of  his  sister . ) 


WABASH  WAS  FLOODED 


The  Wabash  was  flooded 

And  the  stretching  prairie  would  be  studded 
With  barricades. 

Even  a  fratricidal  war  would  rage, 
But  finally  the':?rlank  youth, 
Just  then  become  of  age, 
Would  "belong  to  the  ages".  " 


"  A  quote  from  Edwin  Stanton,   Secretary  of 


(Reflecting  on  the  Lincoln  family  crossing 
at  Vincennes  in  1830) 


COMPARING  TOM  AND  ABRAHAM 


Tom's  duties  he  was  rarely  known  to  shirk, 

But  measured  value  only  in  his  work. 

The  son  became  a  man  of  thought, 

Out  of  whose  mind  ideas  were  wrought. 


(Reflection  on  Tom  Lincoln  and  his  son 

Abraham. ) 


WHAT  MADE  THEM  TICK? 


What  made  them  tick? 
Douglas  thrived  on  politics. 
Lincoln  discerned  the  common  good, 
The  human  heart  he 
Profoundly  understood. 


(Reflecting  on  the  Lincoln-Douglas 
debates . ) 


SPLITTING 


On  the  frontier  it  was  splitting  rails, 

At  best  a  physical  feat. 

In  the  court  he  split  the  logic 

And  often  his  opponents  beat. 


(Reflecting  on  Lincoln  the  railsplitter 
and  the  lawyer . ) 


LINCOLN  IN  NOVEMBER  AIR 


An  anxious  mass 
Of  men  in  gray  and  blue 
Unleashed  the  awful  lash 
Of  a  nation's  pent-up  fury: 
At  Gettysburg's  gash. 

On  July  One  in  Eighteen  Sixty  Three. 

Then  Lincoln  in  November  Air 
Made  the  cause  into  a  prayer 

Envisioning  our  worth 
As  people; 

Embracing  freedom 
As  radical  as  birth; 

Escalating  a  democracy  -- 
That  under  Deity 
Should  not  perish 
From  the  earth. 
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WITH  CHARITY  FOR  ALL 


The  climactic  phrase  of  the  Second  Inaugural 

Was  "Charity  for  all". 

How  could  he  stand  up  and  call 

The  divided  nation  to  forgive  the  hurt 
Fueled  by  a  plethora  of  battle  blood? 
The  infected  wounds  still  running, 
Fresh  graves  interrupting  the  earth, 

Splitting  open  the  sods. 
What  an  audacity  -- 
Advocating  charity! 


(Reflecting  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address  by 
Lincoln:   "with  charity  for  allJ'  ) 


GO  ON  WITH  LIFE 


Go  on  with  life, 

As  we  terminate  the  strife. 

To  measure  what  has  happened  when  it's  o'er, 
To  acknowledge  the  bloodshed  ending: 
Means  not  to  leave  the  door  ajar  for  more. 

To  be  forgiven? 

Part  of  that  equation  is  to  forgive! 
Let  us  move  on! 


(Reflection  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address: 
"with  malice  toward  none  with  charity  for 
all.") 


THE  DISPLACED  DIRT 


The  graves  that  were  dug 
By  the  battle  deaths 
Of  soldiers  in  the  war, 

Can  be  honored  by  evergreen  rug 
And  ornamental  wreaths, 
Covering  ugly  scar. 

But  the  dirt  displaced 
Must  be  rightly  placed, 

Lest  it  preoccupy 

Eyes  that  are  left  to  cry. 


(Reflection  on  the  2nd  Inaugural 
Address:     "with  malice  toward 

none"  ) 


BROTHER  EMBRACING  BROTHER 


A  fratricidal  struggle 

Calls  for  a  transcendant  element, 

After  stacking  up  the  soldier's  muzzle: 

Forgiveness   

Not  vengeance! 

Let  the  embers  of  the  watch  fires  be  smothered 
By  brother  embracing  brother. 


(Reflection  on  2nd  Inaugural  Address: 
"with  charity  for  all"  ) 
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AS  GOD  GIVES  US  TO  SEE 


The  right  road  ahead 

And  down  around  the  corners  of  tomorrow's  curves 
Can  be  ascertained 
Only  as  God  gives  men 
The  grace  to  discern. 
Wrong  is  blindness 

Which  we  cannot  detect  in  ourselves 

Until  Deity  takes  away 

"The  dimness  of  our  souls".  " 

"Quote  from  George  Croly 


(Reflecting  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address, 
the  line;   "With  firmness  in  the  right, 
as  God  gives  us  to  see  the  right"  ) 
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LET  US  STRIVE  ON 


First,  get  your  inner  compass  straight 
And  then  strive  on! 

This  is  no  time  for  casualness: 
Grievances  must  be  redressed. 

Victims  of  injustice  await 
Our  resolution  of  their  fate: 

Strive  on! 


(Reflecting  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address 
"let  us  strive  on"  ) 


TO  FINISH  THE  WORK 


Only  a  few  weeks  down  the  path: 
Then  a  venting  of  radical  wrath 

At  the  altar  of  sacrifice, 

Not  unlike  the  Calvary's  Christ. 

Good  Friday  and  the  finished  cry 
Suffering  our  leader  to  fall  and  die. 


(Reflecting  oh ' the  2nd  Inaugural  Address 
the  line,  "To  finish  the  work  we  are  in 


BINDING  UP  THE  NATION'S  WOUNDS 


Though  the  final  bugle  call  be  sounded 
And  the  last  leaf  of  fall  be  mounded 
Over  the  graves  of  our  dead 
Though  eloquent  words  be  said. 

The  task  still  is  ours: 

To  bind  up  the  wounds 

Until  healing  flowers, 

And  peace  in  the  land  is  resumed. 


(Reflecting  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address 
"bind  up  the  nation's  wounds"  ) 


ABOVE  THE  FOG  OF  BATTLE 


Look  above  the  fog  of  battle, 

The  dusty  fray, 

The  guns  that  rattle. 

See  the  nation  from  a  larger  view. 

Begin  anew   

Seize  the  dawning  day! 


(Reflection  on  2nd  Inaugural  Address 
"to  achieve  and  cherish  a  just  and 
lasting  peace") 


TO  ACHIEVE  AND  CHERISH  A  JUST  AND  LASTING  PEACE 


Peace  does  not  merely  happen 

Or  fail  out  of  the  pregnant  sky. 

Peace  is  hard-won  achievement, 
Predicated  on  repentance 
Emanating  from  the  writhing  heart. 

Then  an  about-face 

Creates  more  than  just  a  trace 

Of  justice  here  and  there. 

But  a  rolling  down 
Like  flood  waters 
On  this  scorched  land 
We  say  we  love. 


(Reflection  on  2nd  Inaugural  Address: 
"to  achieve  and  cherish  a  just  and 
lasting  peace"  ) 


TO  DO  ALL 


If  peace  is  ever  to  win  the  day, 
It  must  be  pursued 
With  an  abandon. 

Forsake  passivity! 

Flee  the  arena  of  the  casual! 

Engage  in  the  intentional! 

Aggressively  clean  up  the  mess 
Left  by  the  gaping  wounds  of  war. 

The  task  is  go  all  out 

To  lift  burdens  and  relieve  suffering  -- 
For  peace  to  be  achieved! 


(Reflection  on  the  2nd  Inaugural  Address: 
"To  do  all  which  may  achieve  and  cherish 
a  just,  and  a  lasting  peaceJ'  ) 


TO  CARE  FOR 


The  guns  are  stilled 

Haze  hangs  heavily  o'er  the  hills. 

The  shadows  fall  across  the  blood-stained  fields. 
Our  corporate  love  requires  a  yield. 

The  soldiers  yet  alive 
Must  do  more  than  survive. 

The  widow  in  her  sorrow, 
With  orphans  and  the  morrow, 

Implore  us  that  we  share 
The  nation's  larder 
And  to  care. 


(Reflection  on  2nd  Inaugural  Address: 
"to  care  for,"  ) 
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STEEPED  IN  DISEASED  HATE 


A  bullet  from  a  revolver 
From  an  ill  directed  hand: 
What  a  sorry  way  to  solve 
The  tragedy  of  the  land. 

Booth's  heart  was  pathological 
Steeped  in  diseased  hate, 
As  he  pulled  a  fateful  trigger 
And  could  ne'er  undo  his  fate. 


(Reflection  on  John  Wilkes  Booth' 
assassination  of  Lincoln.) 


EVERY  PERSON  HAS  A  SOUTH  AND  NORTH 


Every  person  has  a  south  and  north 
A  Mason-Dixon  line, 
Seesawing  down  to  Vicksburg, 
Stretching  to  Gettysburg's  tide. 

Each  has  a  war  going  on 

Inside  the  boundaries  of  the  soul. 

Lincoln  searched  for  a  general 

He  could  trust 

With  Union  thrust; 

And  so  do  we, 

To  lead  our  army. 

Something  there  is  in  us 
That  seems  to  Civil  War; 
But  Appomattox  too  must  come, 

If  not  to  conquer, 
To  have  won  within. 
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